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quite happy, and was fall of confidence and self-gratulation
at my prosperous progress. I reposed here till noon, and
as the day, though near mi.dsummer, became cloudy, I then
recommenced my journey without dread of the heat.

On I went, full of hope. The remembrance of the cut
that I had given the great dog over the nose had wonder-
fully inflamed my courage. I longed to knock down .a
man. Every step was Charming. Every flower, every
tree, gave me delight, which they had not before yielded.
Sometimes, yet seldom, for it was an unfrequented road, I
met a traveller, and always prepared myself for an adven-
ture. It did not come, but there was yet time.. Every
person I saw, and every place I observed, seemed strange
and new : I felt in a far land. And for adventures, my
own consciousness was surely a sufficient one, for was I not
a nobleman incognito, going on a pilgrimage to Venice ?
To say nothing of the adventures that might then occur;
here were materials for the novelist! Pah! my accursed,
fancy was again wandering. I forgot that I was no longer
a poet, but something which, though difficult to ascertain,
I doubted not in the end all would agree to be infinitely
greater.

As the afternoon advanced the thin grey clouds melted
away, the sun mildly shone in the warm light blue sky.
This was again fortunate, and instead of losing my gay
heart with the decline of day, I felt inspired with fresh
vigour, and shot on joyous and fall of cheerfulness. The
road now ran through the skirts of a forest. It was still
less like a common-place journey. On each side was a
large plot of turf, green and sweet. Seated on this, at some
little distance, I perceived a group of men and women. My
heart beat at the prospect of an incident. I soon observed
fchem with more advantage. Two young women were
seated together repairing a bright garment, which greatly
excited my wonder. It seemed of very fine stuff, and